Greetings  and  Salutations. 
Welcome  to  the  October  Issue  of 
the  Toike  Oike.  Those  who 
know  me,  and  those  that  can 
read  a calendar  will  be  shocked 
to  know  that  there  is  no  mention 
to  one  of  the  most  holy  of  days 
All  Hallows  Eve  (Except  of 
course  for  this  article).  When  I 
was  planning  out  the  schedule  of 
Toike  release  dates  I made  sure 
that  there  would  be  a Toike 
coming  out  before  All  Hallows 
Eve.  I was  going  to  make  it  all 
dark  and  scary  and  fun  for  me. 
Then  I realized  that  this  is  a 
humorous  publication  and  I 
would  have  to  make  fun  of  the 
culture  that  I hold  so  dear.  I 
parodied  religion  in  the  first 
issue,  why  couldn’t  I do  the  same 
for  my  “dark”  culture?  For  the 
same  reason  that  I couldn’t  in 
good  conscience  do  a parody  of 
gays,  black,  or  women.  While 
Christianity  is  in  the  majority 
and  therefore  fair  game, 
minorities  do  not  have  the 
weight  of  public  support  on 
there  side  so  a parody  of  them  is 
not  a parody  but  an  attack. 
Members  of  the  “dark”  culture 
are  persecuted  for  there  taste  in 
clothing  and  music.  Members  of 
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visible  minorities  my  get  mad 
and  say  that  we  chose  the  way 
that  we  look,  while  they  had 
there  traits  forced  upon  them 
at  birth.  However,  I can  say 
with  all  honesty  that  I did  not 
chose  this  life  style  this  life 
style  chose  me.  And  I feel  the 
need  to  remind  everyone  that 
20  years  ago  the  world  thought 
that  gay  people  chose  to  be  that 
way. 

While  I’m  on  the  subject  of 
the  “dark”  culture  I feel  it  is 
my  duty  to  inform  the  normals 
at  the  University  of  Toronto 
that  the  politically  correct 
name  for  members  of  my 
culture  is  “Freak,”  not  weirdo, 
crazy,  psycho,  bizarre,  odd, 
someone  you  wouldn’t  want  to 
meet  in  a dark  ally,  dangerous, 
or  strange.  We  have  taken  the 
word  “Freak”  as  our  own  and 


we  wear  it  as  a badge  of 
honour.  We  would  also  like  to 
ask  that  you  not  refer  to  others 
as  “Freaks”  unless  they  are 
members  of  the  “dark”  culture. 
When  you  call  the  country 
music  fan  a “Freak”  you 
demean  us  more  than  you  could 
know. 

As  for  us  as  people  we  are 
quite  polite  and  respectful  if 
people  are  polite  and 
respectful  to  us.  I have  never 
had  a problem  with  any 
members  of  the  “dark”  culture. 
The  only  problems  I’ve  ever 
heard  normals  have  had  with 
us  has  started  because  the 
normal  insulted  us. 

So  please,  I implore  you, 
treat  us  “Freaks”  as  you  wish 
to  be  treated,  and  we  will  do 
the  same,  and  the  world  will  be 
a better  place. 
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From  zinatygecf  .'tor onto,  edu  Fri  Sep 
Date:  Thu,  3 Sep  1998  09:43:20  -0400 
From:  Georgette. ZInaty.. ^zinatyOecf . toronto . edu> 
To:  darklord@sk.ul&.  ca 

""ike 


3e  of  CIV: 


>From  theruean,  trii 

\’rf'  * s »{*#•>*  • * 

My  skill  at 'openinof  ,bo.xes  is  renowned  far  and 
'wide.  You,  in  your  wisdom,  have  seen  fit  to 
recognize  this  ..gift  in  print.  May  Godiva 
continue  to  smile  oil  your  efforts. 

Praise  ye  .the  Lord . 

p.s,  one  of  the'  b,est  Toikes  in  some  while  - 
very  clever,'.  - especially  page  13  - let's 
all  live  up  to  the  message! 

******■********•****■****. ><  + *■*+**■*■*■ 

Malcolm  McGrath,  P.Eng. 

Assistant  .'Dean 
Alumni  Liaison 
Engineering  Alumni  Office 
35  St.  George  Street,  Rm.  173 
Toronto,  ON  ,4  . 

MSS  1A4  ; 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO 


*******  ********  * 


Tel:  (416)  97.8-4 

Fax:  (416)  971-2291 

e-mail : mcgrathQecf . utoronto. ca 
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Well,  after  sifting  through  piles 
and  piles  of  reader  mail,  a se- 
lect few  insightful  queries  have 
been  honoured  by  being  chosen 
to  appear  in  this  issue  of  Toike. 
Remember,  if  you  have  any- 
thing to  say,  feel  free  to  drop  off 
any  mail  in  the  Toike  mailbox 
in  EngSoc  (assuming  there’s 
any  room  left  in  it). 

Dear  Toike  Staff, 

Why? 

AH-HA!  You  thought  you 
could  use  this  clever  little  ques- 
tion to  distract  us  from  your 
REAL  objective  - the  total  anni- 
hilation of  the  universe!  But  we 
have  seen  through  your  thin  at- 
tempt at  deception.  For  we  are 
the  Toike,  guardians  of  human- 
ity. Did  you  really  think  this 
pathetic  ruse  would  befuddle  our 
collective  intelligence  and  years 
of  training  and  experience ? We 
will  continue  to  secretly  protect 
all  engineers  from  the  attack  of 
the  fearsome  rat-people  who  in- 
habit the  dark  places  seldom 
ventured  to.  (No,  not  the  artsies. 
The  p.c.  warriors!)  Your  feeble 
attempts  at  skullduggery  will  not 
be  successful  today  mortal. 

To  WHOM  IT  MAY  CONCERN, 

I have  noticed  recently 
that  the  fearsome  rat-people 
who  inhabit  the  dark  places  sel- 
dom ventured  to  have  become 
less  apparent  of  late.  I can’t 
help  but  believe  that  this  is  due 
to  the  diligent  efforts  of  the 
Toike  staff.  Only  a group  as 
powerful  as  yourselves  could 
possibly  stay  the  onslaught  of 
this  unholy  spawn  as  they  con- 


stantly threaten  the  lives  of  us 
mere  mortals.  I believe  that  all 
engineers,  nay,  all  humanity  is 
indebted  to  you  for  your  unwa- 
vering commitment  to  their 
protection.  I place  myself  at 
your  feet  and  pledge  my  servi- 
tude to  you  for  as  long  as  I draw 
breath.  May  your  success  be 
neverending,  and  your  names 
be  forever  honoured. 

Thanks. 

To  WHOEVER  CARES, 

In  regards  to  your  article 
“Passing  Gas  - Is  it  Really  any 


Different  from  Sneezing?”  I suf- 
fer from  chronic  flatulation.  I’ve 
tried  pills,  teas,  ointments, 
chants,  meditation,  sonic  puls- 
es, lasers,  corks,  enemas,  sur- 
gery, acupuncture,  voodoo, 
prayer,  midgets,  prostitutes, 
chocolate  syrup,  marshmallows, 
Windows98,  glossy  paper,  cath- 
eters, the  musical  stylings  of 
Zamfir,  master  of  the  pan  flute, 
and  none  if  it  works,  I just  keep 
farting.  Your  article  gave  me 
hope  though,  now  I feel  that 
maybe  one  day,  if  more  people 
think  like  you,  I’ll  be  able  to  go 
out  in  public  and  not  find  a 10m 
radius  of  empty  space  around 
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me  everywhere  I go.  Maybe  one 
day,  people  will  say,  “bless  you” 
when  I walk  past  instead  of,  “get 
a plug!”  Thank  you  for  this  ray 
of  sunlight  in  my  otherwise 
overcast  life. 

I can  only  hope  that  a 
dream  as  beautiful  as  yours  will 
someday  be  realized.  Just  think 
what  a better  world  it  would  be 
if  people  could  let  one  rip  in  pub- 
lic places  such  as  churches,  fu- 
nerals, weddings,  golf  tourna- 
ments, court,  or  operating  rooms 
without  fear  of  being  ostracized. 

Hey, 

I have  a great  idea  for  the 
Toike.  What  about  a “create 
your  own  article”  article?  You 


could  have  the  basic  skeleton  of 
an  article  and  give  the  reader  a 
choice  of  words  to  insert.  I 
think  this  would  be  really  keen. 

We  here  at  the  Toike  appre- 
ciate any  suggestions  our  read- 
ers have.  In  fact,  I’ve  already  put 
this  idea  into  practice.  “Shut  up/ 
F!  off '/Shove  your  head  up  your 
sphincter”  you  “worthless/no 
good/ moronic/ donkey -loving” 
“sack  of  shit  / idiot  / example  of 
what  happens  when  cousins 
marry”  why  don’t  we  just  ‘leave 
a whole  page  blank  and  include 
crayons /hand  out  ‘choose  your 
own  adventure’ books / break  both 
your  legs  and  let  people  write  on 
your  casts”,  it  would  be  so  much 
easier. 


Toike  Staff, 

I HAVE  SEEN  THE 
LIGHT!  Never  has  the  word  of 
GODiva  been  so  clearly  re- 
vealed to  me  as  when  I read  it 
in  the  pages  of  the  Toike.  I 
ONCE  WAS  BLIND  BUT  NOW 
I SEE!  Thank  you  for  clarifying 
the  will  of  GODiva  to  me.  I AM 
SAVED!  I submit  to  her  divine 
will  and  promise  not  to  drink 
that  watery  Labatt  shit  they  call 
beer  or  associate  with  anyone 
else  but  the  holy  and  sacrosanct 
engineers  from  now  on. 
THANK  YOU  TOIKE!  PRAISE 
GODIVA!  BE  SAVED! 

We  are  pleased  to  have 
played  such  a role  your  religious 
epiphany.  Actually,  I just  had 
a revelation.  Wait ! GODi- 
va is  speaking  to  me!  She 
says...  ‘My  newest  follower.... 
I want  you  to  abandon  your 
studies  in  engineering  and 
devote  your  attention  full 
time  to  my  publications.  You 
will  submit  yourself  thor- 
oughly to  the  editors  of  the 
Cannon,  the  Yearbook,  and 
the  Toike.  Above  all  the 
Toike,  especially  when  its 
editors  and  staff  are  fighting 
with  the  other  editors  and 
staff  for  time  on  the  comput- 
ers. ’ Oh  yeah,  she  also  says 
that  you  should  abandon  that 
mush  they  call  money,  and 
give  a third  of  it  to  the  Toike 
Emperor,  a full  half  of  it  to 
Roly  Poly  (yeah!)  and  a 
twelfth  of  it  to  Der  Komis- 
saar.  With  the  final  twelfth 
of  your  money,  use  it  to  buy 
new  chairs  and  an  air  con- 
ditioning unit  for  Eng  Com. 
Yeah,  that’s  what  she  told  me 
to  tell  you. 


Study  Computer  Engineering  at 


Humber  College  - starting  in  January 

; 1 

Computer  Engineering  is 

• a high  tech,  field  with  excellent  career  opportunities 

• a mixture  of  programming,  computer  systems  & electronics 

a 6 semester  (3  year)  diploma  program 

Any  university  credits  that  you  have  may 
gain  you  course  exemptions  in  the  program 
and  fast-track  your  progress. 

Increase  your  career  potential  by  combining 
the  strength  of  your  University  background 
with  the  practical  education  for  which 
Humber  College  has  become  known. 


Think  about  the  future  now  in  this  new 


exciting  program. 


Humber  For  a course  description  visit  the  web  site  at: 

®(C@0D©f©  http ://w w w. acad.humberc .on .ca/~ceng/ceng .htm 
For  more  information  please  call  (416)  675-5000. 
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[Struan  Vaz:  Orien- 
[tation  is  over  and  it 
[was  a huge  success. 
2- No  one  died  and  I 
rdidn’t  get  arrested. 
j[Ed.  Struan  will  try 
■harder  next  year] 
Drago  Banovic:  Walked  in  a 
petty  thug  walked  out  a legend. 
- 1 was  not  PETTY... 

Rono  Sinha:  VP  Ex- 

<• 

ternal  cum  Presi- 
■dent  of  the  Engi- 
[neering  Society.  All 
|he  had  to  do  was 
rait  for  the  Presi- 
Ident  elect  to  leave 
the  country.  -What’s  that  you 


say?  You  need  a new  President? 
Have  I got  the  man  for  you! 
Jean  Chretien:  Looking  at  his 
opposition,  it’s  going  to  take  a 
long  time  before  anyone  takes 
over  his  job.  -Who  let  you  into 
my  office,  guards,  guards,  get 
this  Fling  Freak  out  of  my  office. 
[Ed.  With  that  I was  struck  in 
the  head  with  a soapstone  loon 
and  the  RCMP  through  me  out 
the  nearest  window] 

ITheLGMB: 
|P  e o p 1 e 
actually 
^w ant  them 
2around  this 
year.  -Who  let  you  into  my  office, 


MLjlNK 


guards,  guards,  get  this  Fling 
Freak  out  of  my  office.  [Ed.  With 
that  I was  struck  in  the  head 
with  a bedpan  and  the  LGMB 
through  me  out  the  nearest  win- 
dow] 

iThe  Kampus  Kops: 
Drago  Banovic  gone, 
Fthere  are  not  one, 
jnot  two,  but  THREE 
[Coffee  Times  within 
[scurrying  distance, 
jand  the  BNAD 
'keeps  coming  to  see 
us.  Does  it  get  any  better  than 
this?  -The  Bnad  can  even  play 
Mickey  Mouse  better,  we’re  on 
cloud  nine. 


TPT  results 
show  that  this  is  the 
dimmest  group  in 
fears.  [Ed.  We  gath- 
ered many  quotes 
from  flrosh  but  none 
of  them  were  fit  to  print] 

Bill  Clinton:  Billy  Joel  got 
Christy  Brinkley,  David  Cop- 


S E R S 


perfield  got  Claudia  Schiffer, 
and  the  most  powerful  man  in 
the  world  got. ..not  much.  - 
mmmmm,  oh  yeah,  come  on,  you 
can  do  it,  that’s  the  stuff,  faster, 
faster,  yes,  yes,  YESSSSSSSS... 
[Ed.  I was  listening  at  the  door, 
I figured  he  was  busy] 

The  Toike  Emperors:  Make 


themselves  look  cool  with 
names  like  darklord  and  Der 
Kommissaar,  when  really  they 
just  look  stupid.  [Ed.  This  com- 
ing from  a guy  called  Genghis]- 
Article  Ken  Genghis  McNeil 
and  matt  darklord  lenner 
homp  2e3  - Pictures 


CHANGES 


Resigned:  Drago  Banovic,  as 
Engineering  Society  President 
Captured:  The 

darklord,  for  the 
wanton  disregard  of 
public  decency  at 
Flrosh  Nite  -I  was 
drunk,  I wasn’t  the 
only  one  doing  it,  I 
did  not  have  sexual  relations 
with  that  Flrosh. 

Banging  Away: 
The  shiny  new 
cannon,  af- 
the  old  one 
as  retired 


after  being  deemed  “unsafe”  - 
Unsafe,  it  was  more  than  unsafe, 
it  was  a menace  to  society .. .That 
Drago  couldn’t  do  anything 
right. 


[Returned:  The 

|EngSoc  Batphone, 
|after  a lengthy  ab- 
Isence.  978-1607 
[Stolen:  The  EngSoc 
|Batphone,  Any  one 
[seeing  this  phone 
Isould  contact  VP  Fi- 
nance with  its  location. 

New:  The  EngSoc  Batphone,  VP 
Finance  Bought  a new  phone, 


he’s  still  looking  for  the  old  one. 
Wanted:  Attention,  by  all  mem- 
bers of  the  Toike  Oike  Staff. 
Needed:  Sex,  by  all  the  Toike 


Oike  staff. 
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GRIMES  AGAINST  HUMANITY 

TRUE  CONFESSIONS  OF  A SOCIAL  DEVIANT 


Wednesday  September  16th,  1998.  Drago 
Banovic,  former  president  of  the  University  of 
Toronto  Engineering  Society  boards  a plane  in 
disgrace,  leaving  his  ‘Tear  of  Excess”  at  only  four 
and  a half  months.  No  one  was  there  to  watch  him 
leave.  He  left  no  one  to  mourn  the  loss,  only  broken 
pieces  to  be  picked  up.  This  was  not  the  first 
setback  in  the  career  of  Mr.  Banovic,  nor  shall  it  be 
his  last.  Drago,  despite  all  outward  appearances, 
has  lived  a rocky  lifestyle  that  will  ultimately 
result  in  his  utter  destruction. 

Born  Daryl  Banton,  son  of  Marcy  Banton  and 
Lars  Rejkovic,  the  conditions  of  his  early  childhood 
would  reflect  on  him  for  years  to  come.  Marcy,  a 
native  of  England,  was  a mistress  in  a house  of  ill 
repute,  in  the  French  quarter  of  New  Orleans.  Lars 
was  a mercenary  hving  by  his  own  rules  looking 
for  a good  time.  In  a small  back-alley  chnic  during 
March  Gras,  Drago  was  born.  He  spent  the  first 
three  years  living  with  his  mother  and  the  other 
ladies  in  the  Maison  Buxom,  surviving  only  on 
chocolate  sauce,  strawberries,  and  flat  champagne. 

For  his  third  birthday  his  mother  took  him  on 
a trip  to  see  Amsterdam.  This  would  be  the  last 
trip  he  would  spend  with  his  mother.  On  their 
way  back  through  customs,  Drago’s  mother  was 
arrested  for  smuggling  two  million  dollars  worth 
of  heroin.  Drago  was  placed  in  the  3rd  Amsterdam 
orphanage,  his  only  possession  an  8-track  cassette 
of  Peter,  Paul  & Mary.  He  remained  at  the 


folk  from  Croatia.  When  they  first  saw  Daryl  he 
was  listening  to  his  favorite  song  “Puff  the  Magic 
Dragon.”  They  loved  Daryl  and  the  song  so  they 
changed  Daryl’s  name  to  Drago.  They  loved  Drago 
as  a son  and  taught  him  the  value  of  hard  work. 

When  Drago  was  ten  he  was  sent  by  his  father 
into  town  to  get  some  supphes  for  the  farm.  After 
loading  the  wagon  with  grain  and  other  supphes, 
he  was  approached  by  four  youths  demanding  a 
portion  of  the  grain  as  protection.  Drago  refused. 
His  bruised  and  broken  body  was  left  for  dead  on 
his  parents’  lawn.  But  Drago  was  not  one  to  give 


up  easily.  Over  the  next  two  years  he  not  only 
healed  his  body  but  also  improved  it.  He  was 
determined  not  to  let  that  ever  happen  again. 


It  was  during  these  two  years  that  he  spent  a 
large  portion  of  his  time  in  the  foothills  around 
the  family  home.  One  day  he  came  upon  a small 
shack  that  had  not  been  there  the  day  before.  It 
was  in  this  shack  that  Drago  met  his  mentor  in  the 
ways  of  the  Ninja.  He  was  taught  the  skills  of 
stealth,  cunning,  the  ability  to  cloud  men’s  minds, 
and  the  completely  non-ninja  skill  of  the  use  of 
explosives.  Over  the  period  of  a few  months  Drago 
was  transformed  from  an  ambitious  but 
untempered  piece  of  metal  to  a razor-sharp  blade 
of  speed  and  manipulation.  On  the  eve  of  his 
twelfth  birthday  he  defeated  his  master  in  close 
combat,  proving  his  ultimate  mastership  of  the  art 
of  Ninja. 
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When  Drago  was  twelve  he 
ventured  back  into  town  to  fetch  a 
load  of  supplies.  He  again  was 
approached  by  four  youths 
demanding  grain  for  protection. 

Drago  again  refused.  This  time 
however  it  was  not  Drago’s  body 
left  for  dead.  The  loss  of  his  four 
premier  racketeers  both  angered 
and  intrigued  the  leader  of  the 
Croatian  Mafia.  Drago  was 
brought  before  Don  Sunovabic,  and 
there  he  received  his  first  taste  of 
the  power  of  the  dark  side.  Up 
until  now,  Drago’s  purpose  in  fife 
had  been  survival;  his  exposure  to 
Don  Sunovabic  gave  him  a new 
goal,  namely,  power  and 
domination. 

Over  the  next  seven  years 
Drago  worked  his  way  up  the  chain 
of  command  in  the  Croatian  mob. 

From  extortion  to  numbers,  from 
drugs  to  prostitution.  When  he  was  eighteen  he 
was  the  head  enforcer  and  assassin  and  loyal 
confidant  of  Don  Sunovabic.  His  crimes  against 
humanity  were  legendary,  and  everyone  feared 
him,  even  Don  Sunovabic  himself.  Sunovabic 
believed  it  would  only  be  a matter  of  time  before 
the  child  he  had  taken  under  his  wing  would  rise 
up  and  usurp  his  position  as  Don. 

On  his  nineteenth  birthday,  to  prevent  said 
uprising,  Drago  was  sent  by  his  Don  to  Canada  to 
receive  an  education.  After  being  refused  entry  to 
his  first  five  choices  of  schools,  he  used  the  skills 
that  he  had  learned  as  an  enforcer  and  spoke 
directly  to  the  Dean  of  Engineering.  The  next  year 
Drago  was  admitted  to  the  University  of  Toronto 
in  Computer  Engineering.  The  Dean  resigned  and 
left  the  country  that  very  same  year. 

His  years  in  Engineering  were  infamous.  From 
the  first  week  everyone  knew  that  he  would  be  their 
saviour — or  their  downfall.  During  the  Scavenger 
Hunt  of  Drago’s  F!rosh  year  the  Bnad  got  all  new 
instruments;  in  that  same  year  the  Toronto 
Symphony  Orchestra  couldn’t  play  for  six  months 
due  to  a lack  of  instruments.  But  petty  theft  alone 
was  too  low  for  Drago;  he  quickly  coerced  the 
Campus  Cops  to  succumb  to  him  by  bribing  them 
with  the  thought  of  having  actual 
uniforms... uniforms  that  had  somehow  gone 
missing  from  the  backs  of  officers  at  52  Division. 
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DRAGO?  I thought  we  got  rid  of  that  sonnofabitch.  Not 
only  am  I glad  to  see  him  go,  but  if  I ever  see  his  lying,  swindling, 
corrupt  ass  around  here  again,  I will  personally  hang  him  by 
his  b*lls  in  the  atrium  where  everyone  can  see.  Then  we  can 
all  take  turns  throwing  egg  yolks,  and  birdseed  at  him  while 
chanting  ‘all  hail  Dragon  Banovic!’  that  is  all. 


The  mayhem  continued.  The  next  year  brought 
the  male  prostitution  ring  running  out  of  the 
Engineering  Society,  bringing  the  cutest  and 
smartest  male  engineers  to  the  richest  and  most 
powerful  men  and  women  in  Toronto,  and  parts  of 
Metro.  The  competing  rings  that  he  couldn’t  take 
over  by  coercion,  he  destroyed  by  force,  leaving 
nothing  behind  but  the  smell  of  old  gunpowder. 

Prostitution  was  not  enough  to  sustain  Drago’s 
lust  (for  power).  In  his  third  year  Drago  took  a 
year  off  to  pursue  other  interests.  His  influence 
on  Engineering  grew.  He  expanded  the 
prostitution  ring  to  include  women,  and  used  the 
Wallberg  Chem.  labs  to  produce  drugs  for 
exportation  back  to  his  home  country.  In  his  dark 
methods,  he  bribed  not  only  the  caretakers  and 
Campus  Cops,  but  the  Faculty  itself  into 
“overlooking”  his  trespassing. 

Then  Drago  turned  his  attentions  to  politics. 
After  his  yearlong  absence  he  was  elected  as  VP 
Finance  of  the  University  of  Toronto  Engineering 
Society.  (Those  who  voted  against  him  were  never 
seen  ahve  again;  only  the  all-too-familiar  smell  of 
old  gunpowder  indicated  their  fate.)  This  position 
allowed  Drago  to  have  access  and  control  over  the 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  dollars  that  flow  through 
the  Engineering  Society  every  year.  In  his  year  as 
VP  Finance  he  funneled  almost  50%  of  the 
Engineering  Society’s  money  to  various  Artistic 


projects  around 
campus  and 
Toronto,  his 
continuing 
racket  in  the 
Wallberg  labs, 
and  his  ever- 
expanding 
prostitution 
ring. 

After  his 
successful  year 
as  VP  Finance, 
Drago  decided 
that  he  would  go 
out  with  a bang. 
In  his  final  year 
he  ran  for  and 
won  the  position 
of  President  of 
the  Engineering 
Society. 
(Considering 
the  aftermath  of 
the  previous 
election,  nobody  dared  vote  against  him.)  He 
celebrated  his  victory  in  SUDS  with  a bottle  of 
champagne  and  a toast  “To  the  year  of  excess.” 
From  the  beginning  it  was  just  that.  Within  the 
first  2 months,  Drago  had  blown  25%  of  his  budget, 
and  united  all  prostitution  rings  in  southern 
Ontario  into  his  own  “Megaring”.  But  the  last 
straw  came  when  Drago  collaborated  with  the 
Students’  Administrative  Council  to  spend  $70,000 
re-coppering  the  SAC  Dome.  This  was  a move  that 
enraged  the  employees  of  Mario’s  Bakery.  Mario, 
also  being  skilled  in  the  ways  of  the  Ninja, 
challenged  Drago  to  a fight.  The  loser  would  be 
forced  to  leave  not  only  Engineering  but  the 
country  as  well.  Drago  accepted  and  the  fight  was 
on.  The  fight  was  set  for  just  after  dark  on  the 
second  night  of  Skule™  Daze.  The  warriors 
assembled  in  an  alley  behind  the  Mechanical 
building.  The  fight  was  quick  but  explosive.  Mario 
Baker  emerged  victorious,  sweaty  and  smoking  a 
cigarette.  Drago,  his  head  hung  in  shame  and  his 
arm  hung  in  a sling,  started  to  make  plans  for  his 
eventual  departure. 

Within  two  months,  Drago  had  resigned  as 
President  and  had  tied  up  all  the  loose  ends.  He 
made  contact  with  Don  Sunovabic  to  retake  his 
place  as  the  enforcer.  But  Don  Sunovabic  had  good 


news  for  the 
would-be  thug. 

In  his  absence, 
they  had 

overthrown  the 
government 
and  taken 
control.  Upon 
his  return  he 
would  be  given  a 
“legitimate”  job 
in  Military 
intelligence. 

Generally  he 
would  be  killing 
people  for  his 
country,  instead 
of  killing  them 
for  fun. 

Now  that 
Drago  is  gone 
we  must  pick 
up  the  pieces 
that  were  left  in 
his  wake.  The 
emotional  scarring  of  being  passed  around  as  male 
prostitutes,  of  working  in  substandard  conditions 
in  the  Wallberg  Chem.  Labs  [I  still  wake  up 
screaming].  The  imminent  fear  of  death  upon 
smelling  old  gunpowder  or  seeing  fireworks,  the 
cold  sweat  that  grips  us  all  as  we  recount  stories 
of  “We  were  really  drunk  when  Drago  decided 
to. . We  must  begin  the  healing  process.  We  must 
never  speak  of  him  again. 


Drago  goes  to  far  by  wroking  with  SAC  to 
waste  $70,000  to  re-copper  the  SAC  dome. 
Putting  the  painting  staff  of  Bob’s  Fish  and 
Chips  out  of  Buisness. 


TOIKE,  OCTOBER  1998 


The  source  above  who 
wished  his  identity  to  be 
withheld  was  asked  to  comment 
about  gifts  given  to  Presidential 
Interns.  He  replied  “What 
gifts?  I didn’t  get  no  stinking 
gifts!”  just  before  swallowing  a 
lethal  cyanide  tablet. 


The  man  on  the  left 
identified  only  as  “Angry-T” 
was  asked  why  he  left  the 
country  for  four  months  and  if 
it  relates  to  Drago’s  plans  for 
global  expansion,  he  replied 
“What’s  your  definition  of 
gloabal  expansion?” 


ARE  OUR  FIROSH  GETTING  DUMRER 

SURPRISING  RESULTS  FROM  ANNUAL  TECHNICAL  PROFICIENCY  TEST 
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A future  Aero,  or  Astronomer. 


Since  its  founding  so  many 
years  ago,  countless  engineers 
have  passed  through  the  hal- 
lowed halls  of  the  University  of 
Toronto.  But  has  their  quality 
decreased  over  the  years?  Are 
today’s  youth  learning  at  a slow- 
er rate  than  before?  Good  rea- 
son exists  to  prove  so.  Each  year, 
a select  group  of  engineers  who 
are  known  to  be  proficient  in 
English  are  chosen  to  write  a 
Technical  Proficiency  Test,  also 
known  as  the  TPT. 

Many  of  this  year’s  partici- 
pants are  just  shown  to  lack  the 
mental  capabilities  to  endure 
such  an  endeavour.  Our  biggest 
case  in  point:  after  being  told  to 
write  their  name  and  student 
number  on  every  page,  less  than 
twenty-five  (25)  students  did  so. 
Our  best  reason  is  that  students 
simply  don’t  have  the  smarts  to 
remember  their  own  name  and 
nine  digits  at  the  same  time. 

This  is  just  the  tip  of  the 
iceberg.  The  answers  for  the 
TPT  itself  are  nothing  short  of 
appalling.  For  example,  one  stu- 
dent, whom  we  shall  call  “L.F.” 
answered  the  first  integration 


question  with  the 
short  answer: 

There  is  no 
equation  to 
intergrate. 

Not  only  was 
L.F.  blind  to  the 
question,  he  also 
misspelled  “inte- 
grate”. Our  young 
friend  here  isn’t  the 
only  one  to  make 
excuses  for  not  do- 
ing the  questions. 

The  students 
spread  blame  to 
everything  under 
the  sun  save  their  own  sheer  idi- 
ocy. “P.L.”  chose  not  to  answer  a 
chemistry  question  because  she 
has 

...decided  to  pursue  stud- 
ies in  materials. 

And  that’s  supposed  to 
make  it  all  better?  “C.Q.F.” 
claimed  she  had  a 

physics  teacher  who 
couldn’t  speak  English. 


versal  language.  Ask  any  TA... 
if  you  can  understand  him.  De- 
spite all  these  comments,  the  one 
that  best  exemplifies  this  behav- 
iour came  from  a nameless  stu- 
dent, writing: 

1 1>ir  '/•* 
q,  wAo  T i„tr  /.>.  t 

°r  * 

If  these  mind-numbing  ex- 
cuses aren’t  enough  to  chill  the 
bone  of  any  professor,  witness 
the  dullards  who  memorized  tid- 
bits from  high  school  and  placed 
them  in  the  answers  section  hap- 
hazardly. The  sad  part  is,  not 
all  of  them  were  even  related  to 
science!  This  is  simply  a case  of 
“you  got  the  right  answer,  but 
you  got  the  question  wrong.”  We 
received  two  excerpts  from  Mac- 
beth, (but  “R.F.”  forgot  that 


Quick  tip:  math  is  the  uni- 
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Shakespeare  has  an  “e”  at  the 
end.);  a smattering  of  Edgar  Al- 
lan Poe’s  “The  Raven”;  a butch- 
ered version  of  the  theme  song 
to  the  Monkees;  the  extended 
version  of  Ezekiel  recited  in  Pulp 
Fiction,  Bruce  Lee’s  wisdom,  and 
even  some  lyrics  from  the  HMS 
Pinafore.  (You’re  very  good  at 
integral  and  differential  calcu- 
lus? Could  have  fooled  me  from 
your  answers  to  question  one.) 

On  the  other  hand,  we  ex- 
pected to  see  at  least  one  excerpt 
from  the  Rubaiyat  of  Omar 
Khayyam,  about  the  moving  fin- 
ger writing  and  moving  on,  or 
somebody  repeatedly  writing,  “I 
am  a fish.”  Alas,  it  was  not  to 
be.  Perhaps  the  madness  of  ori- 
entation is  partly  at  fault:  one 
student’s  brain  was  so  fried  from 
the  constant  song  repetition  that 
the  chorus  to  the  Engineering 
Hymn  was  written  out,  albeit  in 
each  line  one  of  the  repeated 


phrases  was  omitted.  These  stu- 
dents can’t  even  remember  songs 
taught  one  day  previously,  and 
sung  at  least  fifty  times!  If  this 
is  not  proof  to  tell  us  that  the 
flrosh  are  a bunch  of  greasy  im- 
beciles, I don’t  know  what  is. 

Actually,  I do,  because 
there  is  so  much  more.  Many  of 
the  answers  to  our  essay  ques- 
tion followed  the 
same  veins.  It  goes 
without  saying  that 
neither  of  the  two 
most  popular  re- 
sponses were  not 
original  thoughts. 
One  of  the  most  pop- 
ular answers  was 
that  Industrial  Engi- 
neers, upon  gradua- 
tion, would  work  at 
McDonalds,  a bla- 
tant rip-off  of  the 
“Alligator”  verse. 
Secondly,  our  flrosh 
who  seemed  a little 
more  confident 
thought  Industrial 
Engineers  would 


work  for  them.  Good  luck, 
though:  after  looking  at  these  re- 
sults, I’d  be  hard-pressed  to  find 
anyone  who’ll  be  working  upon 
receiving  an  Iron  Ring  (if  indeed 
they  get  THAT).  Some  students 
tend  to  believe  that  Indies  will 
go  back  and  attempt  a degree  in 
whatever  discipline  the  student 
happened  to  be.  Quick  tip  for  you 
EngScis:  you  just  might  be  an 
Indy  someday.  Half  of  you  will 
definitely  be  something  else,  but 
keep  a positive  attitude.  Some 
more  creative,  although  still  stu- 
pid answers,  follow: 

Industrial  Engineer ? 
Graduate ? 

That’s  it  sir  you’re  leav- 
ing the  crackle  of  pigskin 
the  dust  and  the  scream- 
ing the  yuppies  network- 
ing the  panic  the  vomit 
the  panic  the  vomit  god 
loves  his  children  god 
loves  his  children  yeah! 
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Intelligence  Factor  vs 


Intelligence 
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Avg  U of  T Engineer 
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Year 


To  my  knowledge,  indus- 
trial engineers  grow  up  to 
become  recruiting  offic- 
ers for  live  sex-shows  in 
Holland  (you  know  the 
kind  where  naked  girls 
situate  themselves  in 
plain-view  glass  win- 
dows for  the  benefit  of  po- 
tential customers.) 


If  I used  my  own  words 
how  could  you  under- 
stand this? 


[No,  we  don’t  know,  but  Fm  book- 
ing a flight  to  Holland  right  now. . .] 


For  the  first  time,  we  decid- 
ed to  use  aid  sheets,  to  perhaps 
stem  the  tide  of  poor  tests.  Un- 
fortunately, this  plan  seemed  to 
backfire,  as  nobody  seemed  to 
use  the  sheets  at  all.  Not  one  stu- 
dent tried  to  write  “PV=nRT”  on 
the  chemistry  question  in  the 
hopes  of  part  marks.  That’s  the 
thinking  we  were  looking  for  on 


this  test,  the  half-assed  “get  what 
you  can  because  you’re  fading  an- 
yway” attitude.  One  student  at- 
tempted to  answer  a question 
with  the  number  42  because  “the 
answer  is  always  42”.  He  was 
lucky  that  happened  to  be  the 
right  answer. . . but  he  didn’t  show 
his  work,  so  he  received  no 
marks.  That’s  another  tip:  show 
your  work.  Who  cares  if  it’s  un- 
related, write  everything  that 
might  possibly  be  related  to  the 
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Intelligence  Factor  is  based  on  the  formula: 

— — ^ 

(IQ)3 (Brain  Speed)  where  c is  a constant 

(Brain  Decay)(e)ct  and  t is  age  (in  nanoseconds) 


The  results  of  this  test  are  95%  accurate  (plus  or  minus  5 percent) 
five  times  out  of  six. 


question,  in  various  spots  on  the 
page.  By  the  confusion  method, 
you  just  might  squeeze  out  some 
marks.  While  previous  years  did 
just  fine  in  these  tests  without 
any  help  (marks  in  previous 
years  ranging  from  the  high-end 
“snazzy”  and  “outta  sight”  down 
to  the  mediocre  but  respectable 
“peachy  keen”  — okay,  so  it’s  an 
outdated  marking  scheme,  but 
these  phrases  are  coming  back, 
honest!) 


Finally,  we  cannot  express 
our  disgust  at  the  disturbing  dis- 
play of  demented  doodles,  this 
maddening  miscellany  of  mark- 
ings, this  jumble  of  juvenile...  I’ll 
quit  while  I’m  ahead.  This  was 
a test!  Meant  to  be  taken  seri- 
ously! Not  to  be  sullied  by  your 
stupid... well,  take  a look  and 
judge  for  yourself. 

To  move  back  to  the  topic, 
and  to  conclude,  are  our  f!rosh 
getting  dumber?  You  had  better 


believe  it.  All  this  evidence 
speaks  for  itself,  even  if  it  isn’t 
445  pages  long.  But  fret  not,  this 
is  actually  good  news.  The  up- 
per years  will  be  able  to  get  the 
positions  that  those  dumb  f.rosh 
won’t  be  getting.  And  if  you’re 
desperate  for  someone  to  get  your 
coffee...  Hey,  hey,  it’s  okay;  they 
can  work  for  you  someday.  Or 
so  they  say. 
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IMAGES 


While  strolling  through  the  engineering 
buildings  (five  minutes  after  coverage  of  the 
Lewinskygate  scandal  in  Washington-^-how  did 
he  make  it  back  so  fast  to  Toronto?)  Toike  staff 
photographer  Da  Emperor  caught  sight  of  the 
dichotomy  above. 

Surreptiously  slinking  behind  and  in  front 
of  MC254  he  counted  exactly  160  students  and 
one  prof  in  a room  with  a capacity  of  128  persons. 
Next  door,  the  other  section  of  the  same  course 
also  had  a capacity  of  128  persons,  and  our  trusty 
photographer  counted  no  students  and  one  prof. 

The  problem  of  course,  isn’t  that  one 
section  of  the  class  is  preferable  to  the  students 
over  another  section.  The  real  problem  is  that 
ENGINEERING  CLASSROOMS  AREN’T  BIG 
ENOUGH.  After  all,  an  engineering  classroom 
should  be  big  enough  to  hold  classes  the  size  of 
two  or  three  flrosh  groups  without  echoing  like 
MB  128  not  deadening  the  sound  of  the  lecturer’s 

14 


voice  like  SF1105.  (Witness  the  crowding  that! 
occurred  in  1996  when  the  equivalent  of  three! 
flrosh  classes  spilled  into  Burbulla’s  1st  yeail 
calculus  lecture.)  * 1 

The  room  problem  of  engineering  students! 
at  U of  T should  be  declared  a state  of  nationa  l 
emergency.  After  all,  engineering  students  an 
just  as  homeless  in  Skule™  as  the  homeless  ar<| 
in  Toronto.  To  relieve  the  situation,  a solutioi 
is  for  engineering  to  take  back  the  land  that  th« 
concrete  monstrosity  called  Med  Sci  building  i 
sitting  on,  rip  down  the  west  side  of  Med  Sc 
(disposing  of  the  rubble,  faculty,  researchers 
autoclaves,  lab  mice  and  other  debris  at  Mos 
Park  Armoury)  and  BUILD  OURSELVES  J 
COUPLE  OF  (BIG)  CLASSROOMS.  Maybe  eve  I 
build  a replica  of  the  olde  School  of  Practics 
Science  Building.  To  fund  the  project,  grar 
money  should  be  sought  from  Human  Resource 
Canada  — employ  those  unemployed  civs!  { 


TOIKE,  OCTOBER  1998 


WANTED:  ONE  INTERN,  EASY  HOURS 


U of  T officials  are  calling  into 
question  the  sanity  of  SAC 
President  Chris  Ramsaroop 
following  his  latest  attempt  to 
increase  student  awareness  of  SAC. 

In  the  face  of  floundering  popularity 
and  weekly  editorials  from  the 
Varsity  (who  recently  accused  him 
of  masterminding  the  Chicago  Fire 
of  1871),  President  Ramsaroop 
admitted  to  having  sexual  relations 
with  an  intern  in  an  attempt  to 
increase  his  popularity. 

Last  Wednesday,  Mr. 

Ramsaroop  attempted  to  reconcile 
his  differences  with  members  of  the 
Varsity  staff,  who  accuse  him  of  betraying  the 
cause  of  egahtarianism  and  Bolshevism  by  living 
in  reality.  After  a 30  min  meeting,  Mr.  Ramsaroop 
appeared  shaken,  distraught,  and  apparently 
covered  in  “I  Like  Mike”  buttons.  As  a last  ditch 
attempt  to  improve  his  administrations  image, 
Mr.  Ramsaroop  decided  to  follow  the  example  of 
U.S.  President  Bill  Clinton,  whose  popularity 
actually  increased  after  admitting  to  an  affair  with 
a 21-year-old  White  House  intern.  Mr.  Ramsaroop 
immediately  attempted  to  hire  a Flrosh  as  an 
intern,  and  placed  an  add  in  the  Toronto  Sun.  The 
add  read:  Wanted:  for  purely  sexual  purposes,  1 
female  U of  T student,  first  year,  must  enjoy  typing, 
late  evenings  of  work,  and  something  that  the  Sun 
won’t  let  me  print.  NOTE:  we  encourage 
applications  from  francophones,  aboriginals,  and 
visible  minorities  (especially  francophones  for  this 
job).  Three  days  later,  with  no  applications 
received,  and  Varsity  members  calling  for  his 
impeachment,  Mr.  Ramsaroop  admitted  that  he 
had  sexual  relations  with  an  intern,  but  did  not 
give  the  individual  a name,  description  or  even  a 
gender. 

In  a rare  fit  of  editorial  passion  combined  with 
grammatical  correctness,  the  Varsity  denounced 
Mr.  Ramsaroop’s  story,  “A  bunch  of  damned- 
bullshit!  There’s  no  way  in  hell  that  boy  could  get 
himself  a woman.  And  even  if  he  did,  he  probably 
wouldn’t  know  what  to  do  or  how  to  do  it.”  A 
spokesman  for  Robert  Prichard  remarked,  “Who 


is  this  Chris  what’s-his-face  guy  again?”  SAC 
members  convened  in  an  emergency  session  to 
decide  upon  an  appropriate  course  of  action.  After 
an  8 hour  meeting  of  the  Faculty  council,  the 
Board  of  Governor’s  and  the  entire  Students 
Administrative  Council,  it  was  decided  that  they 
should  bet  U of  T’s  entire  endowment  on  the 
Houston  Astros  to  win  the  World  Series.  A 
spokesPERSON  for  the  U of  T equity  office  was 
quoted  as  saying,”  Yes,  he  manipulated  a 19-year- 
old  Flrosh.  However,  he  has  done  so  much  for 
the  women’s  movement  at  U of  T.  Officially,  I’d 
have  to  say,  she’s  a slut.” 

However,  the  bubble  of  Chris  Ramsaroop’s 
political  career  burst  when  he  announced  on 
Saturday  that  he  never  had  an  affair  with 
anyone,  and  that  it  was  a political  stunt  to 
improve  his  popularity.  A personal  friend  of 
Ramsaroop  said,”  I knew  he  could  never  do  it.  I 
mean,  him  with  a woman?!  Get  real!”  Mr. 
Ramsaroop  issued  a written  apology  in  the 
Varsity  that  was  followed  by  the  words:  I’m  a 
neo-conservative  bastard!  Mr.  Ramsaroop 
denies  he  ever  wrote  that  comment  and  is 
currently  filing  a multi-million  dollar  lawsuit 
against  the  Varsity.  His  co-plaintiff  in  the 
lawsuit  is  Ontario  Premier  Mike  Harris  who 
said  the  following,  “ It  may  not  be  illegal  to  be  a 
moron.  But  I’m  gonna  make  sure  that  it  is  damn 
expensive!”-Article  by  Andrew  Klochek, 
Photos  by  the  darklord 
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Bill  Gates’  Secret  Genius 


While  surfing  the  net  a 
few  months  ago,  I hap- 
pened upon  an  obscure 
search  result  at  Lycos.  It 
looked  like  garbage,  but  I 
noticed  a remarkable 
word  at  the  end  of  the 
summary:  Microsoft.  I 
clicked  on  the  link  and 
was  whisked  off  to  a seem- 
ingly private  encrypted 
bulletin  board.  Most  peo- 
ple would  have  stopped 
there... but  I just  had  a 
feeling.  So  I made  a few 
phone  calls  and  was  able 
to  find  a program  that 
could  penetrate  the 
board’s  security  features. 
Disappointment  ensued. 
There  was  only  one  post 
on  the  board.  The  title 
was  “Go  ahead”.  The  body 
of  the  letter  simply  said 
“Phase  two  complete: 
Phase  three  to  begin 
030399”. 

Still  unsatisfied,  as 
were  a few  of  my  associ- 
ates, I decided  to  delve 
further  into  the  mystery.  I 
got  a friend  who  generally 
likes  to  be  referred  to  as  Agent 
X to  check  the  source  of  the 
post.  After  a few  days  he 
traced  the  post  to 
“iamtheneatest.net”,  known  to 
most  in  the  computer  under- 
ground as  Bill  Gates’  own  per- 
sonal NT  server.  Don’t  ask  me 


how,  but  another  one  of  my  as 
sociates,  known  as  Citizen  Bob, 
was  able  to  infiltrate  Gates’ 
server  and  copy  quite  a few 
items  of  interest.  There  was  a 
considerably  large  archive  of 
“Backstreet  Boys”  and  “Spice 
Girls”  pictures  as  well  as  quite 


a large  collection  of  porno- 
graphic Tetris  games,  appar- 
ently custom  made  by  notably, 
a large  file  folder  was  found  on 
the  desktop  named  “World- 
Dom99”.  At  first  I thought  it 
would  be  another  Tetris  game 
but  no....  it  contained  some- 
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thing  far  more  interesting. 

The  first  file  that  sparked 
my  interest  was  called  “world 
domination.doc”.'  It  appeared 
to  be  a report  on  a new  product 
that  Microsoft  was  planning  to 
release  in  early  spring.  It  con- 
tained a picture,  as  well  as  a 
detailed  product  description. 
The  software,  named  “World 
Domination  99™”  was  basical- 
ly an  advanced  operating  sys- 
tem with  an  attitude.  It  fea- 
tured “No  use  of  software  prod- 
ucts manufactured  by  sources 
other  than  Microsoft,  No  ac- 
cess to  internet  sites  unap- 
proved by  the  Microsoft  Corpo- 
ration and  most  importantly, 
all  files  on  user  machines  must 
be  made  accessible  to  Micro- 
soft Agents  through  the  plug-in 
WinSpy™”.  The  whole  pack- 
age was  going  to  be  made  avail- 
able for  $229  and  after  each 
subsequent  month  and  each 
subsequent  bug  found  the  price 
would  go  up  by  $10.  In  addi- 
tion, through  a joint-venture 
with  Intel,  all  computer  with  a 


Pentium  chip  will  not  run 
without  WD99’. 

A second  file,  named 
“battle  plans. pin” 
contained  a timeta- 
ble for  what  Gates 
has  in  store  for  the 
next  year.  Note:  this 
is  merely  a con- 
densed version  of 
frightfully  realistic 
battle  plans  that 
were  stored  on  his 
computer. 

The  only  other 
file  of  interest  was  a 
photograph  of  Gates’ 
mercenary  army  in 
China,  led  by  him- 
self. Most  of  the  oth- 
er files  contained 
the  logistics  of  the 
master  plan  that 
Were  required  for  it 
to  succeed.  There 
was  another  file 
name  “how  to 
impeach  the  presi- 
dent for  dummies” 
but  I did  not  have  a 


chance  to  view  it. 

Hopefully  this 
article  will  have 
some  impact  on  you 
the  people.  I for 
one  will  not  sit  back 
and  let  Gates  and 
his  faceless  army 
destroy  the  great 
country.  However, 
I fear  my  days  are 
numbered.  Just 
yesterday  I re- 
ceived an  e-mail  de- 
tailing just  how 
horrible  my  death 
was  going  to  be.  My 
dying  wish  is  for 
this  to  be 
published..:  ... 

hold  on,  there’s 

someone  at  the  door.  Be  right 

back - Article  by  the  NY 

NetViper 


0 1-99 

-Debug  and  test  WD99’ 

(Should  take  approximately  2 

hours) 

-Rally  mercenary  troops  f rom 

China 

-Buy  Disney  Land  for  children 

03-99 

-Release  World  Domination  99’, 

watch  profits  soar. 

-Ignore  e-mails  from  unsatisfied 

customers 

-Buylntel 

06- 

-Declare  President  unfit  to  lead. 

99 

Become  new  leader. 

-Use  05  Army  and  Mercenaries 

abroadto  wipe  out  pira cy  and 

hacking. 

-Burn  Constitution  and  invoke 

MartialLaw 

08- 

-Ose  buggy  software  and  new 

99 

army  to  conquer  Canada  and 

Mexico  (Windows  98  should  do) 

-Declareyourself  supreme  ruler 

of  h/orth  America. 

10-99 

-Pay  each  Russian  I ruble  to  elect 

you  new  President. 

-Osestockpile  of  Muclear  arms  to 

destroy  every  other  country. 

12-99 

-Declare  yourself  new  leader  of 

Earth. 
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Dave  Perry,  Still  Smiling,  Still  Waving 


Mob  Rule  in  Queen's  Park 


Hello 
•again!  So 
o u ’ v e 
IflNv  e ntured 
Jback  into  my 
corner  of  the 
mrld.  It’s  a 
(good  thing 
mu  did,  too, 
because  today  I want  to  tell  you 
about  the  various  dangers  that 
await  the  unwary  student  on 
campus.  Toronto  is  a 
dangerous  city,  but  most  of  its 
dangers  are  common-sense 
enough  to  be  able  to  easily 
avoid.  However,  the  hazards  I 
present  here  are  unusual 
enough  to  merit  special 
attention.  Without  the 
warnings  I present  here,  for 
example,  we’d  continue  to  lose 
unsuspecting  students  to 
psychopathic  lawnmowers. 

I’m  not  kidding.  In  an 
article  presented  by  the 
Toronto  Star  on  June  11,  1998 
and  sent  to  me  by  an  alert 
reader,  lies  the  story  of  the 
lawnmower  from  Campbellton, 
N.B.  that  went  postal.  The 
article  states:  “Roger  Cyr’s 
neighbour  was  cutting  grass 
with  the  riding  mower  when 
the  machine  caught  fire, 
forcing  its  driver  to  leap  off  as 
it  rumbled  over  to  Cyr’s  two- 
storey  house,  Fire  Chief  Mark 
Parker  said  [...].  The  mower 
went  straight  into  an  open 
doorway  leading  to  Cyr’s 
basement  and  flipped  going 
down  the  stairs,  spewing 


gasoline  until  it  reached  a 
closed  door  at  the  bottom, 
Parker  said.”  The  article  goes 
on,  but  this  should  be  enough 
information  to  make  you  wary 
the  next  time  you  pass  a 
Campus  Grounds  workperson 
mowing  a lawn.  Lawnmowers 
of  all  kinds  look  safe,  serene 
and  peaceful  enough,  but  you 
can  never  tell  if  it  plans  to  start 
a one-mower  rebellion  against 
its  human  oppressors  and 
storm  the  Bastille  (French  for 
“house  not  insured  against 
Acts  of  Mower”),  until  it’s  too 
late. 

Another  danger  to  be 
aware  of  is  the  scent  of  what 
seems  to  be  natural  gas  coming 
from  the  power  station  next  to 
the  Pharmacy  building.  I say 
“seems  to  be”  because  I’ve 
never  known  passing  whiffs  of 
natural  gas  to  cause 
malfunctions  in  the  human 
brain,  as  this  substance  does. 
I’m  serious  here,  and  present 
myself  as  an  example:  My 

flrosh  year,  I was  an  Eng  Sci. 
My  route  between  my  lodgings 
at  New  College  and  my  classes 
took  me  down  Huron  St.  and 
across  Russell  St.,  a path  which 
took  me  within  scent  range  of 
the  power  plant.  I followed 
that  routine  for  the  school 
year.  As  it  turns  out,  my  marks 
that  year  were  such  that  I 
could  no  longer  continue  in 
Engineering  Science!  (Big  loss 
there,  eh?)  Whereas  last  year, 
when  I was  in  the  second  year 


of  the  Elec  program,  I made  an 
effort  to  avoid  that  area  of 
campus  for  the  school  year.  As 
it  turns  out,  my  marks  were 
such  that. ..well. ..never  mind. 
Just  keep  away  from  that 
power  plant  (identifiable  by 
the  large  smokestack  on  its  i 
top-I’m  not  going  any  closer  to 
find  its  real  name)  and  you 
should  be  fine. 

Fine,  that  is,  unless  you  are 
subjected  to  the  final  danger  I 
must  reveal  to  you.  (cue 
ominous  music)  The  last  peril  I 
must  mention  is  prevalent 
across  all  of  U of  T’s  St.  George 
campus,  and  may  very  well 
have  spread  by  now  to 
Erindale  and  Scarborough. 
(increase  volume  of  ominous 
music)  All  the  upper-year 
students  have  learned  through 
cold  hard  experience  the 
shocking  truth  I’m  about  to 
expose  you  to.  They’re  already 
nodding  their  heads  in 
understanding,  while 

repressing  bad  memories  of 
the  forthcoming  horror. 
(increase  volume  of  ominous 
music)  I’m  not  talking  about 
the  comparatively  benign 
dangers  I have  already 
mentioned.  I’m  talking  about 
something  much  more  serious: 
(da-da-DUM....)  falling 

squirrels.  | 

I am  not  making  this  up. 
Falling  squirrels  have  rapidly 
become  a concern  here.  A 
prime  example  is  rumoured  to  . 
have  happened  here  about  five 
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or  ten  years  ago.  Specifically, 
when  a set  of  exams  was  being 
held  in  the  Great  Outdoors  at 
Varsity  stadium,  a female 
student  (who  shall  remain 
nameless — the  rumour  isn’t 
very  specific)  was  hard  at  work 
on  her  exam,  when  out  of 
nowhere  — WHONK  — a 
squirrel  fell  to  its  death  on  her 
exam  paper,  exploding  into 
delicious  bite-sized  chunks. 
Needless  to  say,  the  student 
was  horrified,  and  with  good 
reason.  Consider  these 
shocking  statistics: 

Number  of  squirrels  rumored 

i TO  HAVE  FALLEN  ON  AN  EXAM  PAPER 
: BEFORE  ABOUT  FIVE  OR  TEN  YEARS 

i ago:  zero. 

Number  of  squirrles  rumored 

t TO  HAVE  FALLEN  ON  AN  EXAM  PAPER 
SINCE  THEN:  ONE. 

i Increase  in  percent:  infinity. 

And  that’s  only  scratching 
the  surface  of  the  problem  with 
\ squirrels  on  campus.  Consider 
1 for  a moment  why  the  squirrel 
o fell  on  the  hapless  student’s 


e 


paper:  because  it  jumped  from 
a high  location.  And  why 
would  a squirrel  jump  from  a 
high  location?  To  commit 
suicide?  I must  admit  that  I’d 
commit  suicide  if  all  I had  to  do 
in  life  was  run  around  eating, 
and  sniffing  other  squirrels’ 
genitals.  But  that  life  suits 
hundreds  of  other  squirrels 
fine.  So  suicide  is  out,  leaving 
the  only  logical  explanation: 
(da-da-DUM....)  organized 
crime  among  squirrels. 

Consider  the  implications! 
Queen’s  Park,  so  seemingly 
natural  and  lovely,  filled  with 
hundreds  of  corrupt  squirrels. 
Few  squirrels  indeed  can  get 
honest  work  these  days,  with 
the  Canadian  dollar  as  it  is. 
While  some  try  hard  to  fit  into 
society,  others  have  formed  a 
brotherhood  of  mugging, 
kneecapping,  and  embezzling 
of  nuts.  They  convince  the 
honest  rodents  of  Queen’s  Park 
to  give  their  wealth  over  to  the 
Squirrel  Mafia,  using  such 


convincing  incentives  as  (da- 
da-DUM....)  The  Exam.  (“No, 
not  The  Exam!  Anything  but 
that!  You’ll  get  the  nuts, 
honest!  I just  need  more 
time!”)  Do  you  really  think  so 
many  squirrels  would  beg  for 
food  if  there  weren’t  something 
stealing  their  livelihood? 
Consider  what  they’ll  be  forced 
to  do  if  they  decide  begging 
isn’t  working. 

In  conclusion,  U of  T is  a 
Skule™  filled  with  untold 
danger  and  peril.  In  fact, 
there’s  only  one  known  place 
on  campus  safe  from  maniacal 
lawnmowers,  numbing 

chemicals  and  mafia  squirrels, 
and  I encourage  you  to  seek 
that  sheltered  place  and  not 
emerge  until  it  closes.  I am 
speaking,  of  course,  of  Suds. 
Go  now,  save  yourself  before 
WHONK 

No  squirrels  (or 
lawnmowers)  were  harmed  in 
the  production  of  this  article.  - 

Article  by  Dave  Perry, 
Artwork  by  Patman 
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Flrosh  Week  is  one  of  the  most  exciting 
events  of  the  year,  but  is  it  worth  all  the  abuse 
inflicted  upon  your  body?  In  the  best  interests 
of  its  readers,  the  Toike  Oike  has  hired 
professionals  (well,  just  me,  and  I’m  not  a 
professional,  come  to  think  of  it,  I’m  fairly 
stupid,  oh  well,  I’ll  write  a fling  report  anyway) 
(oh  yeah,  they  didn’t  hire  me  either)  to  study  the 
effects  of  F!rosh  Week  on  F!rosh  and  the  leaders 
as  well. 

Yelling  and  Singing 

Causes:  As  engineers,  it  is  our  duty  to 
inform  everybody  of  our  identity,  people  we 
love  and  hate,  our  favorite  BEvERage,  and  of 
course,  who’s  in  charge.  This  is  best 
accomplished  by  screaming  at  the  top  of  one’s 
lungs  in  the  streets.  The  volume  attained  by  a 
Flrosh  group  can  be  quite  deafening.  The  fact 
that  our  songs  are  so  catchy  and  well  written  is 
another  problem.  It  is  dfficult  not  to  sing  them 
endlessly  for  the  entire  week. 

Symptoms:  Sore  throat,  raspy  voice,  loss  of 
voice,  hearing  loss,  ruptured  eardrums, 
dislocated  elbow. 

Related  Problems:  Voice  damage  will  give 
you  a hard  time  ordering  drinks  at  bars/clubs 
and  will  get  a severe  beating  from  the  bouncer 
after  hitting  the  bartender  out  of  frustration.  (“I 
need  a beer!”  “What?”  “I  need  a beer  now!” 
“What?”  “Give  me  a fling  beer!!!”  “What?”  “I  said 
give  me  a fling  beer  you  #%#@(*&!!!!”  “What?”  .... 
etc.) 

F'.rosh  living  in  residence  will  also  have 
complications  arising  from  voice  damage:  when 
you  call  home  your  parents  won’t  recognize  you 
and  they  will  hang  up.  If  you  need  money,  that’s 
not  good. 


Ruptured  eardrums  will  prevent  you  from 
hearing  your  alarm  clock  in  the  morning  (but 
you  will  save  money  on  earplugs  and  sleep 
well). 


Purple  Dyeing 

Dyeing  yourself  purple  is  lots  of  fun  and 
shows  everybody  how  proud  you  are  to  be  an 
engineer  at  U of  T.  However,  small  fchildren 
may  mistake  you  for  Barney  the  Dinosaur™ 
Symptoms:  “I  love  you,  you  love  me,  we’re  a 
happy  family...”,  anger,  stress,  random  violence  * 

Nathan  Phillips  Square  Water 

Causes:  It  was  supposed  to  be  innocent  fun; 
we  would  have  a water  fight  in  the  fountain. 
Unfortunately,  nobody  realized  that  the  same  » 
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'F!rosh 


water  has  been  fermenting  in  the  fountain  for 
years.  Fountain  water  is  the  ideal  home  for  a 
rare  virus  that  can  be  deadly.  If  you  think  you 
have  been  infected,  the  only  cure  is  to  drink 
massive  quantities  of  tequila  while:  jumping  up 
and  down  on  one  foot  (in  circles),  touching  your 
nose,  drooling  all  over  the  place,  mumbling 
incoherently  and  crossing  your  eyes.  Do  this  in 
front  of  a video  camera,  send  the  tape  to  a 
“funniest  videos”  show  and  use  the  $10,000  that 
you  won  to  buy  beer.  You’ll  need  it. 

Symptoms:  memory  loss,  sore  throat, 
cough,  rashes,  strange 
odour,  cancer,  toothaches, 
male  pattern  baldness, 
pulled  groin,  runny  nose, 
itchy,  watery  eyes,  sinu 
congestion. 

Beer 

Alcohol  is  a dangero 
drug.  It  is  a shame  that  o 
lax  government  even  alkn 
it  to  be  consumed.  Countie 
lives  are  lost  each  year 
alcohol-related  “accidents, 
yet  nobody  seems  to  want  t 
do  anything  about  it. 
responsible  citizens,  w 
should  demand  that  alcoho 
is  banned  immediately!  Our 
children  deserve  to  grow  up 
in  a society  where  their  minds  will  not  be 
poisoned  by  this  vile  liquid!  The  root  of  the 
problem  lies  in  those  damned  engineers.  They 
are  supposed  to  be  pillars  of  society,  builders  of 
our  nation,  yet  they  drink  the  most!  Look  at  the 
example  they  set  for  everybody  else;  drink  a lot 
and  you  will  be  successful.  But  this  is  not  the 
case  people!  They  are  almost  like  superhumans! 
When  anybody  else  tries  to  drink  that  much, 
they  fail  miserably  in  life.  Our  only  option  is  to 
ABOLISH  ALCOHOL  NOW! 

Catapults 

While  they  are  loads  of  fun,  catapults  can 
put  your  eye  out. 

_ Symptoms:  Your  eye  popping  out  of  its 
socket  and/or  exploding. 

Related  Problems:  You  won’t  be  able  to  get 
your  pilot’s  licence. 


Hart  House  Farm 

The  food  and  BEvERages  were  plentiful, 
the  weather  was  ok,  but  there  were  still  health 
risks  at  the  farm. 

1)  Temporary  F!rosh  Death  Syndrome 
(TFDS) 

It  was  Saturday  morning.  The  first  busload 
of  people  had  already  left.  Two  more  buses  were 
driving  down  the  road.  As  they  got  closer  to  the 
house,  the  first  bus  driver  saw  something 
strange.  A F!rosh  was  sitting  in  the  middle  of 
he  road,  seemingly 
nconscious.  Tim  Christie 
m up  to  him  and  tried  to  get 
im  to  wake  up.  His  eyes 
ere  rolled  back  and  when 
Tim  lightly  tapped  him,  he 
fell  over  and  smashed  his 
ad  against  the  ground  as  if 
he  was  dead.  Fortunately  he 
snapped  out  of  it  and  got  up. 
next  time  you  see  a dead 
don’t  bury  him  unless 
u’re  really  sure. 

2)  F!rosh 

A senior  was  sleeping  in 
building  towards  the 
k of  the  farm.  He  was 
ring  quite  loudly  and 
turbing  those  who  had 
ne  to  bed  early.  To  solve 
this  problem,  some  F!rosh  dragged  his  mattress 
outside  onto  the  patio  and  into  the  cold  300  km/ 
h wind.  He  didn’t  wake  up  until  the  next 
morning.  What  ties  this  in  with  the  rest  of  the 
article  is  that  he  could  have  got  sick. 

3)  Rob  the  drunken  guv  who  didn’t  sleep  for 
the  whole  night  and  terrorized  helpless  F!rosh 
with  a stick  while  they  were  sleeping 

Many  a F!rosh  will  have  nightmares  for  the 
rest  of  their  lives  as  a result  of  Rob’s  actions. 
Some  were  so  terrified  that  they  would  wake  up 
the  instant  they  heard  the  thud  of  his  stick 
against  the  floor  (or  somebody’s  head).  One 
F!rosh  slept  on  top  of  the  piano  in  a futile 
attempt  to  escape  from  the  drunken  senior. 
Another  was  so  scared  and  confused  that  he  fell 
asleep  on  the  stairs  in  desperation.  No  matter 
what  they  did,  they  couldn’t  sleep.  Nobody 
could  sleep.  Nobody. -Article  by  Silverster 
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THE  NUTRA6E0US  TRANSMITION 
FROM  DER  KOMMISSAAR 


[Note:  the  following  contains  opinions.  They 
may  not  reflect  your  worldview,  or  even  mine. 
Necessarily.] 


Before  I begin,  I’d  like  to  apologize  to 
everyone  I met  while  posing  as  a Fake  F!rosh. 
Any  of  you  in  Group  H who  met  up  with  a tallish 
guy  named  “Jack”  (last  name  Dealer,  people  call 
me  Blackjack  if  you  struck  up  a conversation 
with  me),  also  one  of  the  first  guys  outside  the 
TPT  tutorial,  sitting  in  the  middle  of  the  actual 
TPT  room  (gave  the  TAs  an  apple),  that  was  me. 
I had  to  do  it  because  my  name’s  in  this  paper 
and  if  any  of  you  read  it  then  my  cover’s  blown. 
Moving  right  along. ..I  got  to  view  orientation 
again  through  different  eyes.  It’s  somewhat 
different  the  next  time  around  because  you 
know  what  to  expect...  but  boy,  $80  for  a frosh 
kit?  My  eyes  bugged  out  of  my  head  when  I 
heard  that.  You  frosh  really  should  have  tried 
haggling. 

This  year’s  crew  didn’t  seem  so  enthusiastic. 


It  seemed  the  leaders  had  to  use  root  canal  at 
times  to  make  the  frosh  do  something,  and  at 
times  not  even  that  worked.  Sometimes  they 
shouldn’t  push  the  matter,  though.  Note  for 
next  year,  people:  please  don’t  lift  a guy’s  pant 
legs  if  they  say  they’re  not  wearing  socks. 
That’s  just  mean.  Let  it  go.  Next  up... 

After  much  thought,  I’ve  come  to  a 
conclusion.  I don’t  really  like  the  Engineering 
Hymn  (Godiva).  “Now  here’s  something  from 
left  field”  people  who  know  me  might  say.  “Oh 
God,  here’s  another  one”  or  “Yeah,  whatever” 
the  rest  of  you  are  probably  thinking.  But  hear 
me  out.  I’m  not  here  to  gripe  about  sexism  or 
whatnot.  This  is  far  more  serious.  Grammar. 

What’s  the  chorus?  Let’s  go  over  it.  (with  the 
repetitions  removed) 

“We  are  ...  the  engineers 

We  can  ...  demolish  40  beers 

Drink  rum  ...  and  come  along  with  us 

For  we  don’t  give  a damn  for  any  damn  man 

Who  DON’T  give  a damn  for  us?” 

Wait.  “Man”  is  singular.  Therefore,  it 
should  be  “who  DOESN’T  give  a damn  for  us.” 
Right?  This  hymn  is  our  one  downfall.  Have 
you  heard  all  those  people  who  claim  engineers 
have  no  communications  skills?  Here’s  your 
problem.  Why  wouldn’t  they  think  that,  when 
our  anthem  is  grammatically  incorrect?  And  it’s 
slipped  by  unnoticed  (or  at  least  uncorrected) 
all  these  years? 

I also  think  rhyming  “us”  with  “us”  is  rather 
poor.  We  are  now  represented  as  being 
unimaginative,  not  being  able  to  find  a better 
rhyme  for  “us”.  How  about  “bus”?  “Pus”? 
“Truss”?  “Vigorous”?  Is  none  of  these  choices 
better? 

Rather  than  making  a slight  change,  we’re 
better  off  scrapping  the  whole  thing.  May  I 
recommend  a love  song  about  a woman  who’s 
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leaving  a man,  and  the  man  is  telling  her  to 
beware  the  dangers  of  the  outside  world?  How 
it’s  “hard  to  get  by  just  upon  a smile”?  In  my 
opinion,  this  song  to  replace  the  Godiva  hymn  is 
quite  suitable.  I won’t  speak  on  it  more,  but  feel 
free  to  give  me  your  comments. 

I’ll  move  to  more  pleasant  matters.  I’d  like 
to  impart  some  wisdom  on  you.  Midterms  are 
hard  on  everyone.  If  you  need  to  relax  and  take 
a study  break,  or  you’re  done  and  need  to 
celebrate,  here’s  some  stuff  to  do  apart  from 
joining  clubs  et  cetera  (which  I don’t  have  space 
to  print  about,  and  besides  nobody  has  enough 
free  time  to  really  make  use  out  of  clubs 
anymore,  if  I’m  not  mistaken.)  You  may  have 
been  here  for  a month  or  so  by  now,  but  there 
are  a few  things  you  might  have  overlooked. 

You  really  should  use  the  ECF  more. 
Nothing  gives  ME  more  satisfaction  than  using 
Netscape  until  it  crashes  three  times.  Make 
your  own  website.  Maybe  even  update  it  once  in 
a while! 

Go  to  your  common  room.  If  there’s  nothing 
happening  there,  go  to  the  EngSci  common 
room  and  play  chess  as  if  you  had  no  clue.  Move 
your  pawns  backwards  and  your  bishops  like 
knights,  and  every  third  move  yell  “Chessmate!” 
If  anyone  there  knows  how  to  play  a collectible 
card  game  and  actually  brings  some  decks,  play 
them  even  if  you  don’t  know  how.  Watch  their 
veins  pop  in  frustration.  Alternatively,  go  to 
the  Min  common  room,  and  point  fingers  and 
laugh.  It’ll  really  lift  your  spirits. 

David  “Smiley”  Perry  covered  this  last  time, 
but  go  to  EngSoc.  Has  nobody  discovered  the 
obvious  benefits  of  a free  phone?  You  know,  no 
more  annoying  charges  on  YOUR  phone  bill  for 
$3.99  a minute. 

Einstein’s  is  one  of  THE  places  to  be,  and 
I’m  not  getting  paid  for  mentioning  them  here! 
Nothing  beats  the  Inner  Peace  wings.  Ask  for 
’em  by  name! 

Read  the  Toike  in  its  entirety.  Answer  a 
survey  or  enter  a contest  once  in  a while. 

Finally,  my  personal  favourite,  if  you  have  a 
long  break,  show  up  in  a lecture  for  a class  you 
don’t  have.  Especially  fun  if  you  go  to  a lecture 
in  artsie-land.  Ask  questions,  argue  with  the 
prof,  storm  out  of  the  room. ..you’ll  wonder 
where  the  time  went!  And  isn’t  that  the  point  of 
free  time?  To  squander  it  in  mindless  fun 


activity?  You  betcha. 

Finally,  here’s  the  results  of  my  “Engineer’s 
Apathy”  survey. 

Question  1: 

Is  Engineers  Apathy  a Problem  a t U o fT 


Yes 
1 0 0 % 


0% 

Question  2: 

Are  you  an  Engineer 


Yes 
1 0 0 % 


N o 
0% 


Question  3: 

Was  Ham  let  Mad,  or  Just  Acting  ThatWay 


Don't  Ask 
Stupid  A rts  ie 


Question  4:  Here  were  the  responses  I got 
for  words/phrases  to  gratuitously  overuse. 

“nutrageous” 

and  the  innuendo  phrase  “I’ll  show  you  a 
(insert  any  word  here)” 

NUMBER  OF  PAPERS  DISTRIBUTED  7500 
NUMBER  OF  ENTRIES  RECEIVED  2 

Draw  your  own  conclusions  about 
Engineer’s  Apathy. 

Until  next  time,  remember:  the  marmot  is 
not  the  issue. 

End  transmission! 
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DOOR  PRIZES  FOR  FIRST  50  COSTUMES 
GRAND  PRIZE  FOR  BEST  COSTUME! 


